CHAPTER XVH
MOUNT ABU:  THE TREASURE TEMPLE
MOUNT ABU is the summer resort, the Mi-
station of Rajputana. And it is also a
sacred mountain which Jain pilgrims climb year in,
year out, to worship at the great Dilwara temple on
its summit. For me it is an evergreen memory, a
memory of cool, delightful days spent at the
pleasure-house of the Maharaja of Bikaner, in the
company of his son, my dear and loyal friend, the
Maraj Kumar.
One afternoon, coming from Delhi, we left the
train at the little station of Abu Road, at the moun-
tain's foot. May was nearly ended and the temper-
ature had climbed to stifling-point. Through the
steaming vapour-bath that was the plain we had
travelled, covered with sweat and dust, bereft of
speech and thought, hunched over a melting block
of ice placed in the middle of the compartment.
Still dazed with heat we took our seats in the car
that was to convey us up a nine-mile gradient to
the mountain brow.
As we left the inferno of the plain below us and
behind, our feeling of oppression gradually lifted,
Vegetation made a welcome reappearance. Wild
rhododendrons and grey trees mottled with pinkish
bark, the branches festooned with large monkeys,
came to meet us. And steadily we rose into purer
and still purer air, in which the nerve-racking